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PLEASURES OF HOPE; 



PART FIRST. 



ANALYSIS OF PART I. 



f 

X HE Poem opens with a comparifon between the 
beauty of remote obje&s in a landfcape, and thofe ideal 
fcenes ef felicity which the imagination* delights to con- 
template. — The influence of anticipation upon the other 
paflions is next delineated. An allufion is made to the 
well known fiction in Pagan tradition, that, when all the 
guardian deities of mankind abandoned the world, Hope 
alone was left behind. — The confolations of this paflion 
in fituations of danger and diftrefs. — The feaman on his 
midnight watch. — The foldier marching into battle. — Al- 
lufion to the interefting adventures of Byron. . 

The infpiration of Hope, as it actuates the efforts of 
genius, whether in the department of fcience, or of 
tafte. — Domeftic felicity, how intimately connected with 
-views of future happinefs. — Picture of a mother watcji- 

A 



ANALYSIS OF PART ?. 



ing her infant when afleep. — Pictures of the prifbneiy 
the maniac, and the wanderer. 

From the confolations of individual mifery, a tranfition 
is made to profpec"fcs of political improvement in the fu- 
ture flatc of fociety. — The wide field that is yet open 
for the progrefs of humanizing arts among uncivilized 
nations. — From thefe views of amelioration of fociety, 
and the extension of liberty and truth over defpotic and 
barbarous countries, by a melancholy contrail of ideas 
we are led to reflect upon the hard fate of a brave 
people recently confpicuous in their ftruggles for inde- 
pendence. — Description of the capture of Wariaw, of 
the laft conteft of the oppreflbrs and the oppreffed, and 
the mauacre of the Polifh Patriots at the bridge of 
Prague. — Apoftrophe to the felf-interefted enemies of 
human improvement. — The wrongs of Africa. — The 
barbarous policy of Europeans in India. — Prophecy in 
the Hindoo mythology of the expected defcent of the 
Deity, to redrefs the miferies of their race, and to take 
vengeance on the violators of juftice and mercy. 



PLEASURES OF HOPE. 



PART I. 



AT fummer eve, when HeavVs aerial bow 

Spans with bright arch the glittering hills below, 

Why to yon mountain turns the mufing eye, 

Whofe funbright fummit mingles with the fky ? 

Why do thofe cliffs of fhadowy tint appear 5- , 

More fweet than all the landfcape fmiling near ? — i 

'Tis Diftance lends enchantment to the view, 

And robes the mountain in its azure hue. 
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4 PLEASURES OF HOPE. 

Thus, With delight, we linger to furvey 
The promis'd joys of life's unmeafur'd way ; io 

Thus, from afar, each dim-difcoverM fcerre 
More pleafmg feems than all the paft hath been ; 
And every form, that Fancy can repair 
From dark oblivion, glows divinely there. 



What potent fpirit guides the raptur'd eye " 15 

To pierce the fhades of dim futurity ? 
Can Wifdom lend, with all her heav'nly power, 
The pledge of Joy's anticipated hour? 
Ah, no ! me darkly fees the fate of man— 



■'jj Her dim horizon bounded to a fpan ; 

Or, if fhe hold an image to the view, 
'Tis Nature piftur'd too fererely true. 
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PLEASURES OF HOITE. 5 

With thee, fweet Hope ! rcfides the heav'nly light, 
That pours remoteft rapture on the fight : 
Thine is the charm of life's bewilder 'd way, 25 

That calls each flumb'ring paflion into play. 
Wak'd by thy touch, I fee the fitter band, 
On tiptoe watching, ftart at thy command,. 
And fly where'er thy mandate bids them fteer,. 
To Pleafure's path, or Glory's bright career. 3© 



Primeval Hope, the Aonian Mufes fay, 
When Man and Nature mourn'd their firft decay ;" 
When every form of death, and every woe,. 
Shot from malignant ftars to earth below ; 
When Murder bar'd his arm, and rampant War 35 

Yok'd the red dragons of her iron car ; 

• •■ 
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t> PLEASURES OF HOP!. 

When Peace and Mercy, banifh'd from the plain, 

Sprung on the viewlefs winds to Heav'n again ; 

All, all forfook the friendlefs guilty mind, 

But Hope, the charmer, linger 'd flill behind. 40 



Thus, while Elijah's burning wheels prepare, 
.Trom Carmel's height to fweep the fields of air, 
The prophet's mantle, ere his flight began, 

m 

Dropt on the world — a facred gift to man. 

\ 

Aufpicious Hope ! in thy fweet garden grow 45 

Wreaths for each toil, a charm for every woe : 
Won by their fweets, in Nature's languid hour, 
The way-worn pilgrim feeks thy fummer bower ; 
There, as the wild-bee murmurs on the wing, 
What peaceful dreams thy handmaid fpirits bring ! 50 
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PLEASURES OF HOPE. 



"What viewlefs forms th' JEolian organ play, 
And fweep the furrow'd lines of anxious thought away ! 



. Angel of life ! thy glittering wings explore 
Earth's lonelieft bounds, and Ocean's wildeft fhore. 
Lo ! tp the wint'ry winds the pilot yields 55 

His bark careering o'er unfathom'd fields ; 
Now on Atlantic waves he rides afar. 
Where Andes, giant of the weftern ftar, 
With meteor ftandard to the winds unfuii'd, 
Looks from his throne of clouds o'er half the world. 60 



Now far he fweeps, where fcarce a fummer fmiles, 

On Behring's rocks, or Greenland's naked ifles ; 

Cold on his midnight watch the breezes blow, 

From waftes that flumber in eternal fnow ; 

•••• 

A Hi) 



S PLEASURES OF MOPE. 

And waft, acrofs the waves tumultuous roar*. 65 

The wolf's long howl from Oonalafka's ihore. 



Poor child of danger, nurfling of the ftorm, 
Sad are the woes that wreck thy manly form L 
Rocks, waves, and winds, the mattered bark delay 5 
Thy heart is fad, thy home is far away, 70 



But Hope can here her moonlight vigils keep, 
And fing to charm the fpirit of the deep : 
Swift as yon ftreamer lights the ftarry pole,. 
Her vifions warm the watchman^ penfive foul. 
His native hills that rife in happier climes, 75 

The grot that heard his fong of other times, 
His cottage-home, his bark of flender fail, 
His glafly lake, and broomwood bloflbm'd vale, 



PLEASURES OF HOPE. 9 

Rum on his thought ; he f weeps before the windy 
Treads the lov'd fhore he figh'd to leave behind ; 80 
Meets at each ftep a friend's familiar face, 
And flies at laft to Helen's long embrace \ 
Wipes from her cheek the rapture-fpeaking tear, 
And clafps, with many a iigh, his children dear ! 
While, long negle&ed, but at length carefc'd,. 85 

His faithful dog falutes the fmiling gueft, 
Points to the mailer's eyes (where'er they roam) 
His wiftful face, and whines a welcome home* 



Friend" of the brave ! in peril's darkeft hour^ 
Intrepid Virtue looks to thee for power ; 90 

To thee the heart its trembling homage yields, 
On ftormy floods, and carnage- cover 'd fields 



IO PLEASURES OF HOPE, 

When front to front the banner'd hofts combine, 
Halt ere they clofe, and form the dreadful line. 
When all is fUll on Death's devoted foil, 
The march-worn foldier mingles for the toil ; 
As rings his glittering tube, he lifts on high 
The dauntlefs brow, and fpirit-fpeaking eye, 
Hails in his heart the triumph yet to come, 
-And hears thy ftormy mufic in the drum ! 



And fuch thy ftrength-infpiring aid that bore 
The hardy Byron to his native fhore — l 
In horrid climes, where Chiloe's tempefts fweep 
Tumultuous murmurs o'er the troubled deep, 
'Twas his to mourn misfortune's rudeft mock, 
Scourg'd by the winds, and cradled on the rock, 



PLEASURES OF HOPE. 14 

To wake* each joylefs morn, and fearch again 

The famiih'd haunts of folitary men ; 

Whofe race, unyielding as their native ftorm, 

Knows not a trace of Nature but the form $ no 

Yet, at thy call, the hardy tar purfued, 

Pale, but intrepid, fad, but unfubdued, 

Fierc'd the deep woods, and, hailing from afar, 

The moon's pale planet and the northern ftar ; 

Paus'd at each dreary cry, unheard before, 115 

Hyaenas in the wild, and mermaids on the more 5 

Till, led by thee o'er many a cliff fublime, 

He found a warmer world, a milder clime, 

A home to reft, a fhelter to defend, 

Peace and repofe, a Briton and a friend ! * 120 



12 PLEASURES OF HOPE. 

Congenial Hope ! thy paflion-kindling power, 
How bright, how ftrong, in youth's untroubled hour ! 
On yon proud height, with Genius hand in hand, 
I fee thee light, and wave thy golden wand. 



" Go, Child of Heaven ! (thy winged words proclaim) 
'Tis thine to fearch the boundlefs fields of fame ! 126 
Lo ! Newton, Prieft of Nature, fhines afar, 
Scans the wide world, and numbers ev'ry ftar t 
Wilt thou, with him, myflerious rites apply, 
And watch the fhrine with wonder-beaming eye ? 130 
Yes, thou fhalt mark, with magic art profound, 
The fpeed of light, the circling march of found ;.. 
With Franklin grafp the lightning's fiery wing. 
Or yield the lyre of Heav'n another firing. 3 
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•■ " The Swedifh fage admires, in yonder bow'rs, 4 135 
His winged infe&s, and his rofy flow'rs ; 
Calls from their woodland haunts the favage train 
With founding horn, and counts them on the plain — 
So once* at HeavVs command, the wand'rers came 
To Eden's {hade, and heard their various name. 140 



" Far from the world, in yon fequefter'd clime, 
Slow pafs the fons of Wifdom, more fublime ; 
Calm as the fields of Heav'n, his fapient eye 
The lov'd Athenian lifts to realms on high, 
Admiring Plato on his fpotlefs page, i^r 

Stamps the bright dictates of the Father fage : 
* Shall Nature bound to Earth's diurnal fpan 
The fire of God, th' immortal foul of man ?' 



14 PLEASURES OF HOPE. 

u Turn, Child of Heav'n, thy rapture-lighten'd eye 
To Wifdom's walks, the facred Nine are nigh : 150 

Hark ! from bright fpires that gild the Delphian height,. 
From ftreams that wander in eternal light, 
Rang'd on their hill, HarmomVs daughters fwell 
The mingling tones of horn, and harp, and fhell ;. 
Deep from his vaults, the Loxian murmurs flow, * 155 
And Pythia's awful organ peals below. 



" Belov'd of Heav'n ! the fmfling mufe mall fhed 
Her moonlight halo on thy beauteous head ; 
Shall fwell thy heart to rapture unconhVd, 
And breathe a holy madnefs o'er thy mind. 160 

I fee thee roam her guardian pow'r beneath, 
And talk with fpirits on the midnight heath 5 



rLBASUKES OF HO*E. 15 

Inquire of guilty wand'rers whence they came, 
And afk each blood-ftain'd form his earthly name ; 
Then weave in. rapid verfe the deeds they tell, 165 

And read the trembling world the tales of hell. 



" When Venus, thron'd in clouds of rofy hue, 
Flings from her golden urn the vefper dew, 
And bids fond man her glimmering noon employ, 
Sacred to love, and walks of tender joy j 1 70 

A milder mood the goddefs (hall recall, 
And foft as dew thy tones of mufic fall ; 
While Beauty's deeply-pi&ur'd fmiles impart 
A pang more dear than pleafure to the heart — 
Warm as thy Sghs. (hall flow the Lefbian ftrain, 1 75 
And plead in Beauty's ear, nor plead in vain, 
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c< Or wilt thou Orphean hymns more facred deem, 
And fteep thy fong in Mercy's mellow ftream ; 
To penfive drops the radiant eye beguile — 
For Beauty's tears are lovelier than her fmile ; — 1 8® 
On Nature's throbbing anguifh pour relief, 
And teach impaflion'd fouls the Joy of Grief? 



" Yes ; to thy tongue (hall feraph words be giv'n, 
And pow'r on earth to plead the caufe of Heav'n ; 
The proud, the cold untroubled heart of ftone, 1 85 

That never mus'd on forrow but its own, 
Unlocks a generous (lore at thy command, 
Like Horeb's rocks beneath the prophet's hand. 6 
The living lumber of his kindred earth, 
Charm'd into foul, receives a fecond birth ; 1$® 
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Feds thy dread pow'r another heart afford > 
Whofe paffion-touch'd harmonious firings accord 
True as the circling fpheres to Nature's plan ; 
And man , the brother, lives the friend of man I 



** Bright as the pillar rofe at HeavVs command, 195 
When Ifrael march'd along the defert land, 
! Blaz'd through the night on lonely wilds afar,. 
And told the path— a never-fetting ftar : 
So, heav'nly Genius, in thy courfe divine, 
Hope is thy ftar, her light is ever thine." ZOO 



Propitious Pow'r ! when rankling cares annoy 
The facred home of Hymenean joy ; 
When doom'd to Poverty's fequefter r d dell, 
The wedded pair of love and virtue dwell* 

B 
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Unpitied by the world, unknown to fame, 205 

Their woes, their wifhes, and their hearts the fame— 
Oh there, prophetic Hope ! thy fmile bellow, 
And chafe the pangs that worth mould never know- 
There, as the parent deals his fcanty ftore 
To friendlefs babes, and weeps to give no more ; 210 
Tell that his manly race fhall yet afTuage 
Their father's wrongs, and fhield his later age. 
What though for him no Hybla fweets diftil, 
Nor bloomy vines. wave purple on the hill; 
Tell, that when filent years have pafs'd away, 215 

That when his eye grows dim, his trefles gray, 
Thefe bufy hands a lovelier cot fhall build, 
And deck with fairer flowers his little field ; 
And call from Heav'n propitious dews to breathe 
Arcadian beauty on the barren heath : 220 



Ti.v.,*,nvn-T'.s m? v-.i-y . 
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PLEASURES OF HOPE. 19 

Tell, that while Love's fpontaneous fmile endears ■ 
The 3ays of peace, the (abbath of his years, 
Health mall prolong to many a feftive hour 
The focial pleafures of his humble bower. 






Lo ! at the couch where infant beauty fleeps, 
Her filent watch the mournful mother keeps ; 
She, while the lovely babe unconfeious lies, 
Smiles on her fhimb'ring child with penfive eyes, 
And weaves a fong of melancholy joy — 
" Sleep, image of thy father, fleep, my boy : 230 

No ling'ring Jiour of forrow fliall be thine ; 
No figh that rends thy father's heart and mine ; 
Bright as his manly fire, the fon fliall be 
In form and foul ; but, ah ! more bleft than he ! 



20 PLEASURES OF HOPE. 

Thy fame, thy worth, thy filial love, at laft, 235 

Shall foothe his aching heart for all the pad — 
With many a fmile my folitude repay, 
And chafe the world*s ungenerous fcorn away. 



" And fay, when fummon'd from the world and thee, 
I lay my head beneath the willow tree ; 240 

Wilt thou^ fweet mourner ! at my ftone appear, 
And foothe my parted fpirit ling'ring near ? 
Oh, wilt thou come ! at evening hour, to fhed 
, The tears of Memory o'er my narrow bed ; 
With aching temples on thy hand reclin'd, 245 

Mufe qn the laft farewell I leave behind, 
Breathe a deep figh to winds that murmur low, 
And think on all my love, and all my woe ?" 



i 



PLEASURES -OF HOPE. 21 

So fpeaks afFe&ion, ere the infant eye 
Can look regard, or brighten in reply ; 250 

But when the cherub lip hath learnt to claim 
A mother's ear by that endearing name ; 
Soon as the playful innocent can prove 
A tear of pity, or a fmile of love, 
Or cons his murm'ring talk beneath her care, 255 

Or lifps with holy look his ev'ning prayer, 
Or gazing, mutely penfive, fits to hear 
The mournful ballad warbled in his ear ; 
How fondly looks admiring Hope the while, 
At every artlefs tear, and every fmile ! 260 

How glows the joyous parent to defcry 
A guilelef8 bofom, true to fympathy ! 

B II j 



22 PLEASURES OF HOPE. 



Where is the troubled heart confign'd to fhare 
Tumultuous toils, or folitary care, 

Unbleft by vifionary thoughts that ftray 265 

To count the joys of Fortune's better day ! 
Lo, nature, life, and liberty relume 
The dim-ey'd tenant of the dungeon gloom, 
•A long loft friend, or haplefs child reftor'd, 
Smile at his blazing hearth and focial board : 270 

Warm from his heart the tears of rapture flow, 
And virtue triumphs o'er remember'd woe. 



.Chide not his peace, proud Reafon ! nor deftroy 
The fhadowy forms of uncreated joy, 
That urge the lingering tide of life, and pour 275 

Spontaneous flumber on his midnight hour. 



* 
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Hark ! the wild maniac fings to chide the gale 
That wafts fo flow her lover's diftant fail ; 
She, fad fpe&atrefs, on the wint'ry fliore 
Watch'd the rude furge his fliroudlefs corfc that bore, 
Knew the pale form, and, fhrieking in amaze, 281 

Clafp'd her cold hands, and fix'd her maddening gaze : 
Poor widow'd wretch ! 'twas there fhe wept in vain 
Till memory fled her agonizing brain ; — 
But Mercy gave, to charm the fenfe of woe, 285 

Ideal peace, that Truth could ne'er beftow :— 
"Warm on her heart the joys of Fancy beam, 
And aimlefs Hope delights her darkeft dream. 



Oft when yon moon lias ciiirib'd the midnight fl:y, 

And the lone fea-tircWakcs its wildefl cry, 250 

• • •• 
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Pil'd on the fteep her blazing faggots burn 
To hail the bark that never can return ; 
And (till fhe waits, but fcarce forbears to weep 
That conftant love can linger on the deep. 



And, mark the wretch, whofe wanderings never knew 
Th*e world's regard, that foothea, though half untrue, 296 
Whofe erring heart the lafh of forrow bore, 
But found not pity when it err'd no more. 
Yon friendlefs man, at whofe dejected eye 

Th' unfeeling proud one looks— and pafTes by ; 300 

« 

Condemned on Penury's barren path to roam, 
Scorn'd by the world, and left without a home— 
Ev'n he, at evening, mould he chance to ftray 
Down by the hamlet's hawthorn-fcented way, 
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Where, round the cot's romantic glade, are feen 305 

The bloflbm'd bean-field, and the doping green, 

Leans o'er its humble gate, and thinks the while — 

Oh ! that for me fome home like this would (mile, 

Some hamlet fhade, to yield my fickly form 

Health in the breeze, and fhelter in the ftorm ; 310 

There mould my hand no ftinted boon aflign 

To wretched hearts with forrows fuch as mine 5 — 

That generous wifh can foothe unpitied care, 

And Hope half mingles with the poor man's prayer; 



Hope ! when I mourn, with fympathifing mind, 315 
The wrongs of fate, the woes of human kind, - 
Thy blifsful omens bid my fpirit fee 
The boundlefs fields of rapture yet to be ; 
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I watch the wheels of Nature's mazy plan, 

And learn the future by the »paft of man. 32 



Come, bright Improvement .! on the car of Time, 

And rule the fpacious world from clime to clime 1 

Thy handmaid arts fhall every wild explore, 

Trace every wave, and culture every fhore. 
« 

On Erie's banks, where tygers ileal along, 32 

And the dread Indian chants a difmal fong, 
Whprc human fiends on midnight errands walk, 
And bathe in brains the murd'rous tomahawk ; 
There mail the flocks on thymy paflure ftray, 
And fhtpherds dance at Summer's op'ning day ; 33 
Each wand'ring genius of the lonely glen 
Shall ftart to view the glittering haunts of men ; 
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And filence watch, on woodland heights around, 
The village curfew, as it tolls profound. 



In Lybian groves, where damned rites are done, 335 
That bathe the roc^s in blood, and veil the fun, 
Truth fhall arreft the murd'rous arm profane, 
Wild Obi flies 7 — the veil is rent in twain. 



Where barb'rous hordes on Scythian mountains roam, 
Truth, Mercy, Freedom, yet fhall find a home ; 340 
Where'er degraded Nature bleeds and pines, 
From Guinea's coaft to Sibir's dreary mines, 8 
Truth fhall pervade th* unfathom'd darknefs there, 
And light the dreadful features of defpair : 
Hark ! the ftern captive fpurns his heavy load, 345 

And aflcs the image back that Heaven beftow'd ! 
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Fierce in his eye the fire of valour burns, 
And, as the flave departs, the man returns ! 



Oh ! facred Truth ! thy triumph ceas'd a while, 
And Hope, thy lifter, ceas'd with thee to fmile, 350 
When leagu'd Oppreffion pour'd to Northern wars 
Her whifker'd pandoors and her fierce buffers, 
Wav'd her dread ftandard to the breeze of morn, 
Peal'd her loud drum, and twang'd her trumpet horn 5 
Tumultuous horror brooded o'er her van, $55 

Prefaging wrath to Poland — and to man 1 9 



Warfaw's laft champion, from her height furvey'd, 
Wide o'er the fields, a wafte of ruin laid, — 
Oh ! Heaven ! he cry'd, my bleeding country fave ! 
Is there no hand on high to fhield the brave-? .360 
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Yet, though deftru&ion fweep thefc lovely plains, 
Rife, fellow-men ! our country yet remains ! 
By that dread name we wave the fword on high, 
And fwear for her to live ! — with her to die 1 



He faid, and, on the rampart-heights, array 'd 365 
His trufty warriors, few, but undifmay'd ; 
Firm-pac'd and flow, a horrid front they form, 
Still as the breeze, but dreadful as the ftorm ; 
Low, murm'ring founds along their banners fly, 
Revenge, or death, — the watchword and reply ; 370 
Then peal'd the notes, omnipotent to charm, 
And the loud tocfin toll'd their laft alarm ! 



In vain, alas ! in vain, ye gallant few ! 
From rank to rank your volley'd thunder flew :— 
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Oh i bloodieft pi&ure in the book of Time, 375 

Sarmatia fell, unwept, without a crime ; 
Found not a generous friend, a pitying foe, 
Strength in her arms, nor mercy in her woe ! 
Dropt from her nervelefs grafp the fhatter'd fpear, 
Clos'd her bright eye, and curb'd li£r high career ! — 380 
Hope, for a fcafon, bade the world farewell, 
And Freedom fhriek'd — as Kosciusko fell i , 

v 

The fun went down, nor ceas'd the carnage there, 
Tumultuous murder fhook the midnight air- 
On Prague's proud arch the fires of ruin glow, 385 
His blood-dy'd waters murm'ring far below ; — 
The ftorm prevails, the rampart yields a way, 
Burfts the wild cry of horror and-difmay 
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« 

Hark ! as the (mouldering piles with thunder fall, 
A thoufand fhrieks for hopelefs mercy call J 390 

Earth fhook — red meteors flafh'd along the fky, 
And confcious Nature fhudder'd at the cry ! 



Oh ! Righteous Heav'n ! ere Freedom found a grave, 
Why flept the fword, omnipotent to fave ? 
Where was thine arm, O Vengeance ! where thy rod, 395 
That fmote the foes of Zion and of God, 
That crufh'd proud Amnion^ when his iron car 
Was yok'd in wrath, and thundered from afar ? 
Where was the ftorm that flumber'd till the hoft 
Of blood- ftain'd Pharaoh left their trembling coail, 400 
Then bade the deep in wild commotion flow, 
And heav'd an ocean on their march below ? 
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Departed fpirits of the mighty, dead ! 
Ye that at Marathon and Leu&ra bled ! 
Friends of the world ! reftore your fwords to man, 405^ 
Fight in his facred caufe, and lead the van ! 
Yet for Sarmatia's tears of blood atone, 
And make her arm puiffant as your own ! — 
Oh ! once again to Freedom's caufe return 
The patriot Tell — the Bruce of Bannockburn ! 410 



Yes I thy proud lords, unpitied land ! fhall fee 
That man hath yet a foul — and dare be free ! 
A little while, along thy faddening plains, 
The ftarlefs night of defolation reigns ; 
Truth fhall reftore the light by Nature giVn, 415 

And, like Prometheus, bring the fire of Heav'n i 
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Prone to the duft oppreffion (hall be hurl'd, 
Her name, her nature, wither'd from the world ! 



Ye that the riling morn invidious mark, 
And hate the light — becaufe your deeds are dark ; 420 
Ye that expanding truth invidious view, 
And think,. or wifh the long of- Hope untrue; 
Perhaps your little hands prefume to fpan 
The march of Genius, and the pow'rs of man ; 
Perhaps ye watch, at Pride's unhallow'd ftirine, 425 
Her victims, newly flain, and thus divine : — 
t€ Here (hall thy triumph, Genius, ceafe, and here 
Truth, Science, Virtue, clofe your fhort career." 



Tyrants ! in vain ye trace the wizard ring ; 
In vain yc limit Mind's unwearied fpring : 430 
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What ! can ye lull the winged winds afleep, 

Arreft the rolling world, or chain the deep ? 

No : — the wild wave contemns your fcepter'd hand ;— 

It roll'd not back when Canute gave command ! 



Man ! can thy doom no brighter foul allow ? 43 £ 
Still mud tho* fcr<f *4^*n Nature's brow ? 
Shall War** polluted banner ne'er be furlM ? 
Shall crimef and tyrants ccafe but with the world ? 
What ! are thy triumphs, facred Truth, belied ? 
Wlj.then hath Plato hVd— or Sydney died ! 440 

■ t 

Ye fond adorers of departed fame, 
* Who warm at Scipio's worth, or Tully's name ! 
Ye that, in fancied vifion, can admire 
The fword of Brutus, and the Theban lyre i 
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Wrapt in <hiftoric ardour, who adore 445 

Each clafllc haunt, and well-remember' d (ho re, 

Where Valour tun'd, amid her chofen throng, 

The Thracian trumpet and the Spartan fong 5 

Or, wand'ring thence, behold the later charms 

Of England's glory, and Helvetia's arms ! 450 

See Roman fire in Hampden's bofom fwell, 

And fate and freedom in the (haft of Tell ! 

Say, ye fond zealots to the worth of yore, 

Hath Valour left the world — to live no more ? 

No more (hall Brutus bid a tyrant die, 455 

And fternly fmile with vengeance in his eye ? 

Hampden no more, when fuffering Freedom calls, 

Encounter fate, and triumph as he falls ? 

Nor Tell difclofe, through peril and alarm, 

The might that (lumbers in a peafant's arm ? 460 
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Yes ! in that generous caufe for ever ftrong, 
The patriot's virtue, and the poet's fong, 
Still, as the tide of ages rolls away, 
Shall charm the world, unconfcious of decay I 



Yes ! there are hearts, prophetic Hope may trunV 465 
That flumber yet in uncreated duft, 
Ordain'd to fire th' adoring fons of earth 
With every charm of wifdom and of worth ;. 
Ordain'd to light, with intellectual day* 
The mazy wheels of Nature as they play, 47© 

Or, warm with Fancy's energy, to glow, 
And rival all but Shakfpeare's name below L 



And fay, fupernal Powers i who deeply fcaa 
Heav'n's dark decrees, unfathom'd yet by man> 
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When fhall the world call down, to cleanfc her fhame, 475 

That embryo fpirit, yet without a name, — 

That friend of Nature, whofe avenging hands 

Shall burft the Lybian's adamantine bands ? 

Who, fternly marking on his native foil, 

The blood, the tears, the anguifh, and the toil, 480 

Shall bid each righteous heart exult, to fee 

Peace to the flave, and vengeance on the free ! 



Yet, yet, degraded men ! th' expected day 
That breaks your bitter cup, is far away ; 
-Trade, wealth, and faihion, afk you ftill to bleed, 485 
And holy men give fcripture for the deed ; 
Scourg'd and dtbas'd, no Briton ftoops to fave 

-A wretch, a coward ; yes, becaufe a flave I — 

••• 
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Eternal Nature ! when thy giant hand 
Had heav'd the floods, and fix'd the trembling land, 490 
When life fprung ftartling at thy plaftic call, 
Endlefs her forms, and Man the lord of all ! 
Say, was that lordly form infpir'd by thee 
To wear eternal chains, and bow the knee ? 
Was man ordain'd the flave of man to toil, 495 

Yok'd with the brutes, and fetter'd to the foil ; 
Weigh'd in a tyrant's balance with his gold ? 
No ! — Nature ftamp'd us in a heav'nly mould ! 
She bade no wretch his thanklefs labour urge, 
Nor, trembling, take the pittance and the fcourge ! 500 
No homelefs Lybian, on the flormy deep, 
To call upon his country's name, and weep I 
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Lo ! once in triumph on his boundlefs plain, 
The quiver'd chief of Congo lov'd to reign ; 
With fires proportion'd to his native fky, 505 

Strength in his arm, and lightning in his eye ; 
Scour'd with wild feet his fun-illumin'd zone, 
The fpear, the lion, and the woods his own ; 
Or led the combat, bold without a plan, 
An artlefs favage, but a fearlefs man ! 510 



The plunderer came : — alas t no glory fmiles 

For Congo's chief on yonder Indian ifles ; 

For ever fallen ! no fon of Nature now, 

With Freedom charter'd on his manly brow ! " 

Faint, bleeding, bound, he weeps the night away, 515 

And, when the fea-wind wafts the dewlefs day, 

•••• 
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Starts, with a burfting heart, for evermore 
To curfe the fun that lights their guilty fhore ! 



The fhrill horn blew * ° ; at that alarum knell 
His guardian angel took a lad farewell ! 520 

That funeral dirge-to darknefs hath refign'd 
The fiery grandeur of a generous mind ! 
♦Poor fetter'd man ! I hear thee whifpering low 
Unhallow'd vows to Guilt, the child of Woe ! 
Friendlefs thy heart ; and, canft thou harbour there 525 
A wifh but death — a paflion but defpair ? 



The widow'd Indian, when her lord expires, 
^Mounts the dread pile, and braves the funeral fires! 
So falls the heart at Thraldrom's bitter figh ! 
So Virtue dies, the fpoufe of Liberty ! 530 
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But not to Lybia's barren climes- alone, 
To Chili, or the wild Siberian zone, 
Belong the wretched heart arid haggard eye, 
Degraded worth, and poor misfortune's figh !— 
<Ye orient realms, where Ganges' waters runl 535 

Prolific fields ! dominions of the fun ! 
How long your tribes have trembled, and obey'di 
How long was Timur's iron fceptre fway'd ! x f 
Whofe marftiall'd hofts, the lions of the plain, 
-From Scythia's northern mountains to the main, 540 
Rag'd o'er your plunder'd fhrines and altars bare, 
With blazing torch and gory fcymitar,— • 
Stunn'd with the cries of death each gentle gale, 
And bath'd in blood the verdure of the vale ! 
.Yet could no pangs the immortal {pirit tame, 545 

When Brama's children perifh'd for hisname ; 
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The martyr fmil'd beneath avenging pow'r. 
And brav'd the tyrant in his torturing hour ! 



When Europe fought your fubje& realms to gain* 
And ftretch'd her giant fceptre o'er the main, 550 

Taught her proud barks their winding way to fhape> 
And brav'd the ftormy fpirit of the Cape ; * * 
Children of Brama ! then was. mercy nigh 
To wafh the ftain of blood's eternal dye ? 
Did Peace defcend, to triumph and to fave, 5.5^ 

When freeborn Britons crofs'd the Indian wave ? 
Ah, no ! — to more than Rome's ambition true, 
The Nurfe of Freedom gave it not to you ! 
She the bold route of Europe's guilt began, 
And in the march of nations, led the van i 560 
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Rich in the gems of India's gaudy zone, 
And plunder pil'd from kingdoms not their own, 
Degenerate Trade ! thy minions could defpife 
The heart -born anguifh of a thoufand cries ; 
Could lock 9 with impious hands, their teeming ftore, 565 
While famifh'd nations died along the fhore ; x 3 
Could mock the groans of fellow-men, and bear 
The curfe of kingdoms peopled with defpair 5 
Could damp difgrace on man's polluted name, 
And barter, with their gold, eternal fhame ! 570 



But, hark ! as bow'd to earth the Bramin kneels, 
From heav'nly climes propitious thunder peals ! 
Of India's fate her guardian fpirits tell, 
Prophetic murmurs breathing on the fliell, 
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And folemn founds, that awe the lhVning mind, ryy^ 
Roll on the azure paths oT cv'ry wind. 



" Foes of mankind ! (her guardian fpirits fay), 
Revolving ages bring the bitter day, 
When HeavVs unerring arm (hall fall on you, 
And blood for blood thefe Indian plains bedew ; 580 
Nine time6 iiave Brama's wheels of lightning hurl'd 
His awful prefence o'er the alarmed world ; 
Nine times hath Guilt, through all his giant frame, 
Convulfive trembled as the Mighty came ; 
Nine times hath fuffering Mercy fpar'd in vain — ,4 585 
-But Heav'n (hall burft her ftarry gates again ! 
He comes ! dread Brama (hakes the funlefs Iky 
With murmuring wrath, and thunders from on. high I 
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Heaven's fiery horfe, beneath his. warrior form, 
Paws the light clouds, and gallops on the ftorm ! 590 
Wide waves his flickering fword, his bright arms glow 
Like fummer funs, and light the world below ! 
Earth, and her trembling ifles in Ocean's bed 
Are (hook ; and Nature rocks beneath his tread \ 



To pour redrefs on India's injur'd realm, 595 

The oppreflbr to dethrone, the proud to whelm ; 
To chafe deftru&ion from her plunder'd fhore 
With arts and arms that triumphed once before, 
The tenth Avatar comes ! at HeavVs command 
Shall Serifwattee x 5 wave her hallowed wand ! 600 

And Camdeo bright, and Ganefa fublime, 
Shall blefs. with joy their own propitious climel— 
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Come, Heav'nly Powers ! primeval peace reftore ! 
Love !— Mercy !— Wifdom !— rule for evermore ! 
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ANALYSIS OF PART II. 



Apostrophe to the power of Love. — Its intimate con- 
nexion with generous and focial Senfibility.— Allufion to 
that beautiful paffage in the beginning of the Book of Ge- 
nefit, which represents the happinefs of Paradife itfelf in- 
complete, till Love was fuperadded to its other bleflings. — 
The dreams of future felicity which a lively imagination 
is apt to cherifh, when Hope is animated by refined at- 
tachment. — This difpofition to combine in one imaginary 
fcene of refidence, all that is pleafmg in our eftimate of 
happinefs, compared to the fkill of the great artift, who 
perfonified perfect beauty, in the pi&ure of Venus, by an 
aiTemblage of the moft beautiful features he could find. 
— A fummer and winter evening defcribed, as they may 
be fuppofed to arife in the mind of one who wifhes, with 
enthufiafm, for the union of friendfhip and retirement. 



$0 ANALYSIS OF PART II. 

Hope and Imagination infeparable agents. — Even in 
thofe contemplative moments, when our imagination wan- 
ders beyond the boundaries of this world, our minds are 
not unattended with an impreffion, that we (hall fome day- 
have a wider and diftinft profpe& of the univerfe, inftead 
of the partial glimpfe we now enjoy. 

The laft and moft fublime influence of Hope, is the 
concluding topic of the Poem. — The predominance of a 
belief in a future ftate, over the terrors attendant on dif- 
folution. — The baneful influence of that fceptical philo- 
sophy, which bars us from fuch comforts. — Allulion to 
the fate of a fuicide.— Epifodc of Conrad and Ellenore. 
— Conclufion. 
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PART II. 



In joyous youth, what foul hath never known 
Thought, feeling, tafte, harmonious to its own ? 
Who hath not paus'd, while Beauty's penfive eye 
Aik'd from his heart the homage of a figh ? 
Who hath not dwn'd, with rapture-fmitten frame, 5 
The power of grace, the magic of a name ? 



There be, perhaps, who barren hearts avow, 
Cold as the rocks on Torneo's hoary brow 5 

D1J 
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There be, whofe lovelefs wifdom never fail'd, 

In felf-adoring pride fecurely mail'd ;— 10 

But, triumph not, ye peace-enamour'd few ! 

Fire, Nature, Genius, never dwelt with you ! 

For you no fancy confecrates the fcene 

Where rapture utter'd vows, and wept between ; 

*Tis yours, unmov'd, to fever and to meet ; 15 

No pledge is facred, and no home is fweet ! 



Who that would afk a heart to dulnefs wed, 
The wavelefs calm, the (lumber of the dead ? 
No ; the wild blifs of Nature needs alloy, 
And fear and/brrow fan the fire of joy ! 20 

/ And fay, without our hopes, without our fearg, 
J Without .the home that plighted love endears, , 
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Without the fmile from partial beauty won, 

O ! what were man ? — a world without a fnn ! s 



Till Hymen brought his love-delighted hour, 25 

* 

There dwelt no joy in Eden's rofy bower ! L 
In vain the viewlefs feraph ling'ring there, 
At ftarry midnight, charm'd the filent air 5 
In vain the wild-bird carol'd on the fteep, 
To hail the fun, flow-wheeling from the deep ; 30 

In vain, to foothe the folitary (hade, 
Aerial notes in mingling meafure play'd 5 
The fummer wind that (hook the fpangled tree, 
The whifpering wave, the murmur of the bee- 
Still flowly pafs'd the melancholy day, 35 

And ftill the ftranger wift not where to ftray, 

••• 
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The world was fad ! — the garden was a wild ! 
And Man, the hermit, figh'd — till Woman fmil'd ! 



True ! the fad power to. generous hearts may bring 

Delirious anguifh on his fiery wing ! 40 

Barr'd from delight by Fate's untimely hand, 

By wealthlefs lot, or pitilefs command ; 

1 
Or doom'd to gaze on beauties that adorn 

The fmile of triumph, or the frown of fcorn ; 

While Memory watches o'er the fad review 45 

Of joys that faded like the morning dew ; 

Peace may depart— and life and nature feem 

A barren path— a wjldncfs and a dream L 



But, can the noble mind for ever brood, 
The willing viftim of a weary mood, 50 
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On heartlefs cares that fquander life away, 

And cloud young Genius bright'ning into* day !— 

Shame to the coward thought that e'er betray'd 

The noon of manhood to a myrtle made ! — x 

If Hope's creative fpirit cannot raife 55 

One trophy facred. to thy future days, 

Scorn the dull crowd that haunt the gloomy mrine 

Of hopelefs love to murmur and repine ! 

But, ihould a ugh of milder mood exprefs 

Thy heart- warm, wifties, .true to happinefs,; 60 

Should Heav'n's fair harbinger delight to pour 

Her blifsful vifions on thy penfive hour. 

No tear to blot thy memory's pidur'd page, 

No fears but fuch as fancy can affuage : 

Though thy wild heart fome haplefs hour may mifs 65 

The peaceful tenor of unvaried blifs, 

•••■ 
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( For love purfues an ever devious race, 
True to the winding lineaments of grace) ; 
Yet ftill may Hope her talifman employ- 
To fnatch from Heaven anticipated joy, 70 
And all her kindred energies impart, 
That burn the brighteft in the pureft heart \ 



When firft the Rhodian*s mimic art array'd 
The queen of Beauty in her Cyprian fhade, 

* 

The happy mafter mingled on his piece 75 

Each look that charm'd him in the fair of Greece j 

To faultlefs Nature true, he Hole a grace 

From every finer form and fweeter face ; 

And, as he fojoum'd on the iEgean iiles, 

Woo'd all their love, and treafur'd all their fmiles ; 80 
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Then glow'd the tints, pure, precious and refin'd, 
x$.nd mortal charms feem'd heav'nly when combin'd I 
Love on the picture fmil'd ! Expreffion pourd 
Her mingling fpirit there — and Greece ador'd I 



So thy fair hand, enamour'd Fancy ! gleans S5 

The treafur'd pictures of a thoufand fcenes ! 
Thy pencil traces on the Lover's thought 
Some cottage-home, from towns and toil remote* 

Where Love and Lore may claim alternate hours, 

t 

With Peace embofom'd in Idalian bow'rs ! 90 

Remote from bufy Life's bewilder'd way, , 

O'er all his heart fhall Tafte and Beauty fway ! 
Free on the funny dope, or winding fhore, 
With hermit fteps to wander and adore I 
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There (hall he love, when genial morn appears, 

Like penfive Beauty fmiling in her tears^ 

To watch the bright'ning rofes of the fky> 

And mufe on Nature with a poet's eye !' — 

And when the fun's laft fplendour lights the deep, 

The woods, and waves, and murmVing winds afleep ; ] 

When fairy harps th' Hefperian planet hail, 

And the lone cuckoo fighs along the vale, 

His path (hall be where, ftreamy mountains fwell 

Their fhadowy grandeur o'er the narrow dell,. 

Where mouldering piles and forefls intervene,. ] 

Mingling with darker tints the living green ; 

No circling hills his ravifh'd eye to bound, 

Heaven, Earth, and Ocean ^blazing all around ! 
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The moon is up— the watch-tow'r dimly burns*— 
And down the vale his fober ftep returns ; no 

But paufes oft, as winding rocks convey 
The ftill fweet fall of Mufic far away ; 
And oft he lingers from his home a while 
To watch the dying notes ! — and ftart, and fmile ! 



Let Winter come ! Let polar fpirits fweep 115 

The dark'ning world, and tempeft-troubled deep ! 
Though boundlefs fnows the wither'd heath deform, 
And the dim fun fcarce wanders through the ftorm ; 
Yet fhall the fmile of focial love repay, 
With mental light, the melancholy day ! 120 

And, when its fhort and fullen noon is o'er, 
The ice-ehain'd waters flumb'ring on the fhore,. 
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How bright the faggots in his little hall 

Blaze on the hearth, and warm the pi&ur'd wall ! 



How bleft he names, in Love's familiar tone, I ; 
The kind fair friend, by Nature mark'd his own ; 
And, in the wavelefs mirror of his mind, 
Views the fleet years of pleafure left behind, 
Since Anna's empire o'er his heart began ! 
Since fir ft he call'd her his before the holy man ! 1 1 



Trim the gay taper in his ruftic dome, 
And light the wint'ry paradife of home ; 
And let the half-uncurtain'd window hail 
Some way-worn man benighted in the vale ! 
Now, while the moaning night-wind rages high, ic 
As fweep the {hot-Hare down the troubled iky, 
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While fiery hofts in HeavVs wide circle play, 

And bathe in livid light the milky way, 

Safe from the ftorm, the meteor, and the fhower, 

Some pleafing page fhall charm the folemn hour — 140 

With pathos (hall command, with wit beguile, 

A generous tear of anguifli, or a fmile — 

Thy woes, Arion ! and thy fimple tale, * 

O'er all the heart (hall triumph and prevail : 

Charm'd as they read the verfe too fadly true, 14c, 

How gallant Albert, and his weary crew, 

Heav'd all their guns, their foundering bark to iave, 

And toil'd — and fhriek'd — and perifh'd on the wave ! 



Yes, at the dead of night, by Lonna's fteep, 
The feaman's cry was heard along the deep ; 150 
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There, on his funeral waters dark and wild, 
The dying father bleft his darling child ! 
Oh ! Mercy, fhield her innocence, he cried, 
Spent on the pray'r his burfting heart, and died ! 



Or will they learn how generous worth fublimes 
The robber Moor, 3 and pleads for all his crimes ! 
How poor Amelia kifs'd, with many a tear 
His hand blood-ftain'd, but ever ever dear ! 
Hung en the tortur'd bofom of her lord, 
And wept, and pray'd perdition from his fword ! 
Nor fought in vain ! at that heart-piercing cry 
The firings of nature crack'd with agony ! 
He, with delirious laugh, the dagger hurl'd, 
And burft the tics that bound him to the world! 
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Turn from his dying words, that fmite with fteel, 165 
The fhuddering thoughts, or wind them on the wheel — 
Turn to the gentler melodies that fuit 
Thalia's harp, or Pan's Arcadian lute ; 
Or, down the ftream of Truth's hifloric page, 
From clime to clime defcend, from age to age ! J70 



Yet there, perhaps, may darker fcenes obtrude 
Than Fancy fafhions in her wildeft mood ; 
There (hall he paufe, with horrent brow, to rate 

What millions died — that Caefar might be great ! 4 
Or learn the fate that bleeding thoufands bore, 5 175 
March'd by their Charles to Dneiper's fwampy.fhore, 
Faint in his wounds, and fhivering in the blaft, 
The Swedifli foldier funk — and groan'd his laft ! 
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File after file, the ftormy fhowers benumb, 

Freeze every ftandard-fheet, and hufh the drum ! 180 

Horfemen and horfe confefs'd the bitter pang, 

And arms and warriors fell with hollow clang ! 

Yet, ere he funk in nature's laft repofe, 

Ere life's warm torrent to the fountain froze, 

The dying man to Sweden turn'd his eye, 185 

Thought of his home, and clos'd it with a figh ! 

Imperial Pride look'd fullen on his plight, 

And Charles beheld — nor fhudder'd at the fight ! 



Above, below, in Ocean, Earth, and Sky, 
Thy fairy worlds, Imagination, lie, 190 

And Hope attends, companion of the way, 
Thy dream by night, thy vifions of the day 1 
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In yonder penfile orb, and every fphere 

That gems the ftarry girdle of the year ; 

In thofe unmeafur'd worlds (he bids thee tell, 195 

Pure from their God, created millions dwell, 

Whofe names and natures, unreveal'd below, 

We yet (hall learn, and wonder as we know ; 

For, as Iona's Saint, a giant form, 6 

Thron'd on her tow'rs, converfing with the ftorm, 200 

(When o'er each runic altar, weed-entwin'd, 

The vefper clock tolls mournful to the wind), 

Counts every wave-worn ifle, and mountain hoar,' 

From Kilda to the green Ierne's more 5 

So, when thy pure and renovated mind 205 

This perifhable duft hath left behind, 

Thy feraph eye (hall count the ftarry train, 

Like did ant ifles embofom'd in the main ; 

E 
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Rapt to the ftirine where motion firft began, 
And light and life in mingling torrent ran 5 
From whence each bright rotundity was hurl'd* 
The Throne of God, — the centre of the world ! 



Oh ! Tainly wife, the moral Mufe hath fung 
That fuafive Hope hath but a Syren tongue ! 
True ; (he may fport with life's untutor'd day, 
Nor heed the folace of its laft decay, 
The guilelefs heart her happy manfion fpurn^ 
And part like Ajut 7 — never to return ! 



But yet, methinks, when Wifdom fhall afluage 
The griefs and paffions of our greener age, „ 
Though dull the clofe of life, and far away 
Each flow'r that hailM the dawning of the day ; 
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Yet o'er her lovely hopes that once were dear, 

The time-taught fpirit, penfive, not fevere, 

With milder griefs her aged eye (hall fill, 225 

And weep their falfehood, though me love them ftili 5 



Thus, with forgiving tears, and reconcile, 
The king of Judah mourn'd his rebel child ! 
Mufingon days when yet the guiltlefs boy 
Smil'd on his lire, and fill'd his heart with joy ! 230 
My Abfalom ! the voice of Nature cried ! 
Oh ! that for thee thy father could have died ! 
For bloody was the deed, and rafhly done, 
That flew my Abfalom \ — my fon ! — my fon I 



Unfading Hope ! when life's lafl embers burn, 2 $5 
When foul to foul, and duft to duft return ! 
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Heav'n to thy charge refigns the awful hour ! 
Oh ! then, thy kingdom comes ! Immortal Powei 
What though each fpark of earth-born rapture fly 
The quivering lip, pale cheek, and clofing eye ! 
Bright to the foul thy feraph hands convey 
The morning dream of life's eternal day- 
Then, then, the triumph and the trance begin ! 
And all the Phoenix fpirit burns within ! 



Oh ! deep-enchanting prelude to repofe, 
The dawn of blifs, the twilight of our woes ! 
Yet half I hear the parting fpirit figh, 
It is a dread and awful thing to die ! 
Myfterious worlds, untravelPd by the fun ! 
Where Time's far-wand'ring tide has never run, 
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From your unfathom'd (hades, and viewlefs fplieres, 

A warning comes, unheard by other ears. 

'Tis HeavVs commanding trumpet, long and loud, 

Like Sinai's thunder, pealing from the cloud I 

While Nature hears, with terror-mingled truft*. 255 

The (hock that hurls her fabric to the duft ; 

£nd, like the trembling Hebrew, when he trod 

The roaring waves, and call'd upon his God, 

With mortal terrors clouds immortal blifs, 

And fhrieks, and hovers o'er the dark abyfs ! 2$p 



Daughter of Faith, awake, arife, illume 
The dread unknown, the chaos of the tomb ; 
Melt, and difpel, ye fpe&re-doubts, that roll 

Cimmerian darknefs on the parting foul ! 

••• 
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Fly, like the moon-ey'd herald of difmay, 26$ 

Chas'd on his night-fteed by the ftar of day ! 

The ftrife is o'er — the pangs of Nature clofe, 

And life's laft rapture triumphs o'er her woes. 

Hark ! as the fpirit eyes, with eagle gaze, 

The noon of Heav'n undazzled by the blaze, 270 

On Heav'nly winds that waft her to the fky, 

Float the fweet tones of ftar-born melody ; 

Wild as that hallow'd anthem fent to hail 

Bethlehem's Ihepherds in the lonely vale, 

When Jordan hufh'd his waves, and midnight flill 275 

Watch'd on the holy tow'rs of Zion hill ! 



Soul of the juft ! companion of the dead ! 
Where is thy Lome, and whither art thou fled ? 
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Back to its heav'nly fource thy being goes, 

Swift as the comet wheels to whence he rofe ; 280 

Doom'd on his airy path a while to burn, 

And doom'd, like thee, to travel, and return. — 

Hark ! from the world's exploding centre driv'n, 

With founds that (hook the firmament of Heav'n, 

Careers the fiery giant, faft and far, 285 

On bick'ring wheels, and adamantine car ; 

From planet whirl'd to planet more remote, 

He vifits realms beyond the reach of thought ; 

But, wheeling homeward, when his courfe is run, 

Curbs the red yoke, and mingles with the fun ! 290 

So hath the traveller of earth unfurl'd 

Her trembling wings, emerging from the world ; 

•••• 

E111J 
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And o'er the path by mortal never tro J, 
Sprung to her fource, the bofom of her God f 



Oh ! lives there, Heavn ! beneath thy dread expanfc, 
One hopelefs, dark Idolater of Chance, 296 

Content to feed, with pleafures unrefin'd, 
The lukewarm paflions of a lowly mind ; 
Who, mould'ring earthward, 'reft of every truft, 
In joylefs union wedded to the duft,, 3CO 

Could all his parting energy difmife, 
And call this barren world fufficient blifs ?-— 
There live, alas ! of Heavn-dire&ed mien, 
Of cultur'd foul, and fapient eye ferene, 
Who hail thee, Man ! the pilgrim of a day, - 305 
Spoufe of the worm, and brother of the clay ! 
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Frail as the leaf in Autumn's yellow bower,. 

Duft in the wind, or dew upon the flower ; 

A friendlefs flave, a child without a fire, 

Whofe mortal life, and momentary fire, 310 

Lights to the grave his chance-created form, 

As ocean-wrecks illuminate the ftorm ; 

And, when the gun's tremendous flam is o'er, 

To Night and Silence fink for evermore i— 



Are thefe the pompous tidings ye proclaim, 3 15 

Lights of the world, and demi-gods of Fame ? 
Is this your triumph — this your proud applaufe* 
Children of Truth, and champions of her cau/e ? 
For this hath Science fearch'd, on weary wing, 
By fhore and fea— each mute and living thing ? 320 
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Launch'd with Iberia's pilot from the fteep, 

To worlds unknown, and idea beyond the deep ? 

Or round the cope her living chariot driv'n, 

And wheel'd in triumph through the figns of Heav'n ? 

Oh ! ftar-ey'd Science, haft thou wander'd there, 325 

To waft us home the meffage of defpair ? 

Then bind the palm, thy fage's brow to fuit, 

Of blafted leaf, and death-diftilling fruit ! 

Ah me ! the laurel'd wreath that murder rears, 

Blood-nurs'd, and water 'd by the widow's tears, 33© 

Seems not fo foul, fo tainted, and fo dread, 

As waves the night-made round the fceptic head. 

What is the bigot's torch, the tyrant's chain ? 

I fmile on death, if Heav'n- ward Hope remain ! 

But, if the warring winds of nature's ft rife 33$ 

Be all the faithlefs charter of my life, 
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If Chance awak'd, inexorable pow'r ! 

This frail and fev'rifti being of an hour, 

Doom'd o'er the world's precarious fcene to fweep, 

Swift as the tempeft travels on the deep, 340 

To know Delight but by her parting fmile, 

And toil, and wifh, and weep, a little while ; 

Then melt, ye elements, that form'd in vain 

This troubled pulfe, and vifionary brain ! 

Fade, ye wild flowers, memorials of my doom ; 345 

And fink, ye ftars, that light me to the tomb ! 

Truth, ever lovely, fince the world began, 

The foe of tyrants, and the friend of man,— 

How can thy words from balmy (lumber ftart 

Repofing Virtue, pillow'd on the heart i 350 

Yet, if thy voice the note of thunder roll'd, 

And that were true which Nature never told ; 



i 
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Let Wifdom fmile not on her conquer'd field ; 

No rapture dawns, no treafure is reveaPd ! 

Oh ! let her read, nor loudly, nor elate, 35$. 

The doom that bars us from a better fate ; 

But, fad as angels for the good man's fin, 

Weep to record, and blufh to givejt in ■ 



And well may Doubt, the mother of Difmay, 
Paufe at her martyr's tomb, and read the lay,. 360 

Down by the wilds of yon deferted vale, 
It darkly hints a melancholy tale ! 
There, as the homelefs madman fits alone, 
In hollow winds he hears a fpirit moan ! 
And there, they fay, a wizard orgie crowds, 365 

When the moon lights her watch-tower in the clouds* 
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Poor, loft Alonzo ! Fate's negle&ed child L 

Mild be the doom of Heav'n — as thou wert mild ! 

For oh ! thy heart in holy mould was caft, 

And all thy deeds were blamelefs, but the laft. 370 

Poor, loft Alonzo ! ftill I feem to hear 

The clod that ftruck thy hollow-founding bier ! 

When Friendfhip paid, in fpeechlefs forrow drown'd, 

Thy midnight rites, but not on hallow'd ground ! ' 



Ceafe, every joy> to glimmer on my mind, 37$ 

But leave — oh ! leave — the light of Hope behind ! 
What though my winged hours of blifs have been, 
Like angel-vilits, few, and far between ! 
Her mufing mood (hall every pang appeafe, 
-And charm — when pleafures lofe the power to pleafe ! 380 
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Yes ! let each rapture, dear to Nature, flee ; 
Clofe not the light of Fortune's ftormy fea— 
Mirth, Mufic, Friendfhip, Love's propitious fmile, 
Chafe every care, and charm a little while, 
Ecftatic throbs the fluttering heart employ, 385 

And all her firings are harmoniz'd to Joy ! — 
But why fo fhort is Love's delighted hour ? ' 

Why fades the dew on Beauty's fweeteft flow'r ? 
Why can no hymned charm of mufic heal 
The fleeplefs woes impaffion'd fpirfts feel ? 390 

Can Fancy's fairy hands no veil create, 
To hide the fad realities of fate ? — 



No ! not the quaint remark, the fapient rule,, 
Nor all the pride of Wifdom's worldly fchool, 
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Have pow'r to foothe, unaided and alone, 395 

The heart that vibrates to a feeling tone ! 
When ftepdame Nature every blifs recals, 
Fleet as the meteor o'er the defert falls ; 
When, 'reft of all, yon widow'd fire appears 

A lonely hermit in the vale of years ; 400 

» 

Say, can the world one joyous thought beftow 

To Friendfhip, weeping at the couch of Woe i 

No ! but a brighter foothes the laft adieu, — 

Souls of impaffion'd mould, (he fpeaks to you ! 

Weep not, (he fays, at Nature's tranfient pain, 405 

Congenial fpirits part to meet again ! — 



What plaintive fobs thy filial fpirit drew> 
What forrow chok'd thy long and laft adieu, 
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Daughter of Conrad ! when he heard his knell, 

And bade his country and his child farewell ! 410 

Doom'd the long ifles of Sydney Cove to fee, 

The martyr of his crimes, but true to thee. 

Thrice the fad father tore thee from his heart, 

And thrice return'd, to blefs thee, and to part; 

Thrice from his trembling lips he murmur'd low 415 

The plaint that own'd unutterable woe ; 

Till Faith, prevailing o'er his fullen doom, 

As burfts the morn on night's unfathom'd gloom, 

Lur'd his dim eye to deathlefs hopes fublime, 

Beyond the realms of Nature and of Time ! 420 



" And weep not thus, (he cried) young EHenore, 
My bofom bleeds, but foon fhall bleed no more ! 
Short fhall this half-extinguinYd fpirit burn, 
And foon thefe limbs to kindred dull return ! 
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But not, my child, with life's precarious fire, 425 

The immortal ties of Nature (hall expire ; 

Thefe (hall refift the triumph of decay, 

When time is o'er, and worlds have pafs'd away ; 

Cold in the dufl this perifh'd heart may lie, 

But that which warm'd it once fhall never die ! 430 

That fpark unburied in its mortal frame, 

With living light, eternal, and the fame, 

Shall beam on Joy's interminable years, 

Unveil'd by darknefs — unafTuag'd by tears I . 



" Yet, on the barren more and ftormy deep 435 

One tedious watch is Conrad doom'd to weep ; 
But when I gain the home without a friend, 
And prefs th' uneafy couch where none attend, 
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This laft embrace, ftill cherifti'd in my heart, 

Shall calm the ftruggling fpirit ere it part ! 440 

Thy darling form mall feem to hover nigh, 

And hufh the groan of life's laft agony 1 



" Farewell ! when ftrangers lift thy father's bier, 
And place my namelefs ftone without a tear ; 
When each returning pledge hath told my child 445 
That Conrad's tomb is on the defert pil'd ; 
And when the dream of troubled fancy fees 
Its lonely rank-grafs waving in the breeze ; 
Who then will foothe thy grief, when mine is o'er? 
Who will protect thee, helplefs Ellenore ? 450 

Shall fecret fcenes thy filial forrows hide, 
Bcorn'd by the world, to fa&ious guilt allied? 
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Ah ! no ; methinks the generous and the good 
Will woo thee from the (hades of folitude ! 
O'er friendlefs grief compaffipn jfhall awake, 455 

And fmile on Innocence, for Mercy's fake !" 



Infpiring thought of rapture yet to be, 
The tears of love were hopelefs, but for thee ! 
If in that frame no deathlefs fpirit dwell, 
If that faint murmur be tlie laft farewell ; 46c 

If fate unite the faithful but to part, 
Why is their memory facred to the heart ? 
Why does the Brother of my childhood feem 
Reftor'd a while in every pleafing dream ? 
Why do I joy the lonely fpot to view, 465 

By irtlefs friendftiip Weft when life was new ? 
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Eternal Hope ! when yonder fpheres fublimc 
PcalM their full notes to found the inarch of Time*. 
Thy joyous youth began — but not to fade.— 
When all the After planets haie decayed ? 471 

\Vhcu rapt in fire the realms of ether glow. 
And HeavVs lafl thunder (hakes the world below j 
Thou, undiimayM, (halt o'er the ruin fmfle 9 
And light thy torch at Nature's funeral pile I 
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NOTES ON PART I. 



Note i. And fuch thy ftrength-infpiring aid that bore 

+ * 

The hardy Byron to his native fhore. 

The following pi&ure of his own diftrefs, given by 

Byron in his fimple and interefling narrative, juftifies the 

defcription in p. 10. After relating the barbarity of the 

Indian Cacique to his child, he proceeds thus : — " A day 

or -two after, we put to fea again, and crofTed the great 

bay I mentioned we had been at the bottom of, when 

we firft hawlcd away to the weftward. The land here 

••• 

F 1IJ x 
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was very low and fandy, and fomething like the mouth 
of a river which discharged itfelf into the fea, and which 
had been taken no notice of by us before, as it was fo {hal- 
low that the Indians were obliged to take every thing out 
of their canoes, and carry it over land. We rowed up 
the river four or five leagues, and then took into a branch 

- * m 

©f it that ran firft to the eaftward and then to the north- 
ward : here it became much narrower, and the ftream ex- 
ceffively rapid, fo that we gained but little way, though 
we wrought very hard. At night we landed upon ita 
banks, and had a moil uncomfortable .lodging, it being a 
perfect fwamp ; and we had nothing to cover us, though 
it rained excefiively. The Indians were little better off ] 
than we, as there was no wood here to make their wig- 
wams ; fo that all they could do was to prop up the 
bark, which they earn- in the bottom of their canoes, and 
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fhelter themfelves as well as they could to the leeward of it. 
Knowing the difficulties they had to encounter here, thej 
had provided themfelves with fome feal ; but we had not 
a morfel to eat, after the heavy fatigues of the day, ex- 
cepting a fort of root we faw the Indians make ufe of, 
which was very difagreeable to the tafte. We laboured 
all next day againfl the dream, and fared as we had done 
the day before. The next day brought us to the carry- 
ing place. Here was plenty of wood, but nothing to 
be got for fuftenance. We pafTed this night as we had 
frequently done, under a tree ; but what we fufFered at 
this time is not eafy to be exprefled. I had been three 
days at the oar without any kind of nourifhment except 
the wretched root above mentioned. . I had no ftiirt, for 
it had rotted off by bits. All my clothes confided of a 

(hort grieko (fomething like a bear-fkin), a piece of red 

•••• 
r inj 
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cloth which had once been a waiftcoat, and a ragged 
pair of trowfers, without ftioes or ftockings.'* 



Note 2. A Briton and a friend.] Don Patricio Gedd, 
a Scotch phyfician in one of the Spanilh feulements, hof- 
pitably relieved Byron and his wretched aflbciates, of 
which the Commodore fpeaks in the warmeft terms of 
gratitude. 



Note 3. Or yield the lyre of Heav'n another firing. 

The feven firings of Apollo's harp were the fymboli- 
cal reprefentation of the feven planets. Herfchel, by 
difcovering an eighth, might be faid to add another firing 
to the inftrument. 



Note 4. The Swedifh fage.] Linnaew. 
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Note 5. Deep from his vaults the Loxian murmurs 

V 

flow. 
Loxias is a name frequently given to Apollo by Greek 
writers : it is met with more than once in the Chcephorae 
of iEfchylus. 



Note 6. Unlocks a generous ftore at thy command, 

■ 

Like Horeb's Tx>cks beneath the prophet's 
hand. 
See Exodus, chap. xvii. 3, 5, 6. 



Note 7. WildObi flies.] Among the negroes of the 
Weft Indies, Obi, or Obiah, is the name of a magical 
power, which is believed by them to affect the object of 
its malignity with difmal calamities. Such a belief mud 
undoubtedly have been deduced from the fuperftitious my- 
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« 

thology of their kinfmen on the coaft of Africa. I have 
therefore perfonified Obi as the evil fpirit of the African, 
although the hiftory of the African tribes mentions the 
evil fpirits of their religious creed by a different appella- 
tion. 



Note S. Sibir's dreary mines.] Mr. Bell of Anier- 
mony, in his Travels through Siberia, informs us that the 
name of the country is univerfally pronounced Sibir by 
the Ruffians. 



Note 9. Prefaging wrath to Poland — and to man * 
The hiftory of the partition of Poland, of the mafla- 
cre in the fuburbs of Warfaw, and on the bridge of Prague, 
the triumphant entry of Suwarrow into the Polifli capi- 
tal, and the infult offered to human nature, by the blak 
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phemou6 thanks offered up to Heaven, for vi&ories ob- 
tained over men fighting in the facred caufe of liberty, 
by murderers and oppreffors, are events generally known. 



Note 10. The fhrill horn blew.] The negroe* in 
the Weft Indies are fummoned to their morning work by 
a (hell or a horn. 



Note 11. How long was Timur's iron fceptre fwayM? 

To elucidate this pafTage, I mall fubjoin a quotation from 
the preface to Letters from a Hindoo Rajah, a work of 
elegance and celebrity. 

" The impoftor of Mecca had eftablifhed, as one of 
the principles of his do&rine, the merit of extending it, 
either by perfuafion, or the fword, to all parts of the 
earth. How fteadily this injunction was adhered to by 
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his followers, and with what fuccef3 it was purfued, is 
well known to all who are in the leaft converfant in hif- 
tory. 

" The fame overwhelming torrent, which had inundat- 
ed the greater part of Africa, burft its way into the very 
heart of Europe, and covered many kingdoms of Afia 
with unbounded defolation, directed its baleful courfe 
to the flourifhing provinces of Hindoflan. Here thefe 
fierce and hardy adventurers, whofe only improvement 
had been in the fcience of deftrudion, who added the fu- 
ry of fanaticifm to the ravages of war, found the great 
end of their conquefts oppofed, by objects which neither 
the ardour of their perfevering zeal, nor favage barbari- 
ty, could furmount. Multitudes were facrificed by the 
cruel hand of religious perfecution, and whole countries 
were deluged ii* blood, in the vain hope, that by the de- 
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ftru&ion of a part, the remainder might be perfuadcd, or 
terrified into the profeffion of Mahomed if m : but all thefe 
fanguinary efforts were ineffectual ; and at length, being 
fully convinced, that though they might extirpate, they 
could never hope to convert any number of the Hindoos, 
they relinquished the impracticable idea, with which they 
had entered upon their career of conqueft, and contented 
themfelves with the acquirement of the civil dominion 
and almoft univerfal empire of Hindoftan." 

Letters from a Hindoo Rajah, by Eliza Hamilton. 



Note 12. And brav'd the ftormy fpirit of the Cape. 
See the defcription of the Cape of Good Hope, tran- 
dated from Camoens, by Mickle. 



Note 1 3. While famiuVd nations died along the fhore. 
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The following account of Britifh conduct, and its con* 
fequences, in Bengal, will afford a fufficient idea of the . 
fad alluded to in this paflage. After defcribing the mo* 
nopoly of fait, betel nut, and tobacco, the hiftorian pro- 
ceeds thus : " Money in this current came but by drops ; 
it could not quench the .thirft of thofe who waited in 
India to receive it. An .expedient, fuch as it was, re- 
mained to quicken its pace. The natives could live with 
little fait, but could not want food. Some of the agents 
faw themfelves well fituated for collecting the rice into 
ftores; they did fo. They knew the Gentoos would 
rather die than violate the principles of their religion by 
eating flefh. The alternative would therefore be between 
giving what they had, or dying. The inhabitants funk ; 
—they that cultivated the land, and faw the harveft at * 
the difpofal of others, planted in doubt ; fcarcity enfuedv 
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Then the monopoly was eafier managed — ficknefs en- 
fued. In fome diftrifts the languid living left the bodies 
of their numerous dead unburied." 

Short Hiftory of the Englifh Tranfa&ions 
in the Eaft Indies, page 145. 



Note 14. Nine times hath Brama's wheels of lightning 

hurl'd 
His awful prefehce o'er the proftrate world ! 

Among the fublime fi&iohs of the Hindoo mythology, 
it is one article of belief, that the Deity Brama has de- 
fcended nine times upon the world in various forms, and* 
that he is yet to appear a tenth time in the figure of ft 
warrior upon a white horfe, to cut off all incorrigriSir , 
offenders. Avatar is the word ufed to exprefs his de» 
IceBt. 
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Note 15. And Camdeo bright, and Ganefa fublime. 

Camdeo is the God of Love in the mythology of the 
Hindoos. Ganefa and Serifwattee correfpond to the 
Pagan deities, Janus and Minerva. 



NOTES ON PART II. 



Note I. The noon of manhood to a myrtle (hade ! 
Sacred to Venus is the myrtle fhade. 

Dryden. 



Note 2. Thy woes, Arion !] Falconer, in his poem, 
The Shipwreck, fpeaks of himfelf by the name of Arion. 

See Falconer's Shipwreck, Canto III. 



-Note 3. The Robber Moor. 

- See Schiller's tragedy of the Robbers, Scene V, 
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Note 4. What millions died that Caefar might be great. 
The carnage occafioned by the wars of Julius Caefar 
has been ufually eftimated at two millions of men. 



Note 5. Or learn the fate that bleeding thoufands bore 
March'd by their Charles to Dneiper's fwampy 
more. 

In this extremity (fays the Biographer of Charles XII. 
of Sweden, fpeaking of his military exploits before the 
battle of Pultowa), the memorable winter of 1709* 
which was ftill more remarkable in that part of Europe 
than in France, deftroyed numbers of his troops ; for . 
Charles refolved to brave the feafons as he had done his 
enemies, and ventured to make long marches during this 
mortal cold. It was in one of thefe marches that two 
thoufand men fell down dead with cold before bis eyes. 
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Note 6. As on Iona's height. 

The natives of the ifland of St. Iona have an opinion, 
that, on certain evenings every year, the tutelary St. Co- 
lumba is feen on the top of the church fpires counting 
the furrounding iflands, to fee that they have not been 
funk by the power of witchcraft. 



Note 7. And part, like Ajut, never to return ! 
See the hiftory of Ajut and Anningait in the Rambler. 
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TRANSLATION FROM MEDEA, 



Tiff flTgdVS? <o£0Ttf? VK CCV CtfUM^TOig. 

Medea, v. 194. p. 33. Glafg. Edit. 



X ell mc, ye bards, whofe fkill fublime 
Firft charm'd the ear of youthful Time 
With numbers wrapt in heav'nly fire, 
Who bade delighted echo fwell 

• • •• 

C mi 



104 TRANSLATION 

The trembling tranfports of the lyre, 5 

The murmur of the (hell, — 

Why to the burft of Joy alone 

Accords fweet Mufic's foothing tone ? 
Why can no bard, with magic drain, 

In {lumbers fleep the heart of pain ? 10 

While varied tones obey your fweep, 

The mild, the plaintive, and the deep* 

Bends not defpairing Grief to hear 

Your golden lute, with ravifh'd ear ? 

Oh ! has your fweeteft (hell no power to bind 15; 

The fiercer pangs that (hake the mind, 

And lull the wrath, at whofe command 

Murder bares her gory hand ? 

When fiufh'd with joy, the rofy throng 

Weave the light dance, ye fwell the fong ! to 



FROM MEDEA. IOJ 

Ceafe, ye vain warblers ! ceafe to charm 
The bread with other raptures warm i 
Ceafe ! till your hand with magic ftrain 
In {lumbers fteep the heart of pain I 



SPEECH of the C HOH US in the fame Tragedy, to 
dijfuade Medea from her purpofe of putting her Chil- 
dren to death, and fifing for protection to Athens. 



\J haggard queen ! to Athens doft thou guide 
Thy glowing chariot, fteep'd in kindred gore ; 

Or feek to hide thy damned parricide 

Where Peace and Mercy dwell for evermore ? 



The land where Truth, pure, precious, and fublime, 5 
Woos the deep iilence of fequefter'd bowers, 

And warriors, matchlefs fince the firft of Time, 
Rear their bright banners o'er unconquerM towers ! 



IOS TRANSLATION . * 

Where joyous youth, to Mufic's mellow ftrain, 

Twines in the dance with Nymphs for ever fair, ia 

While Spring eternal, on the lilied plain. 

Waves amber radiance through the fields of air I. 



The tuneful Nine, fo facred legends tell, - 

Firft wak'd their heavenly lyre thefe fcenes among ; 

Still in your greenwood bowers they love to dwell ; 15 
Still in your vales they fwell the choral fong ! 



For there the tuneful, chafte, Pierian fair, 

The guardian nymphs of green Parnaflus, now 

Sprung from Harmonia, while her graceful hair 
Wav'd in bright auburn o'er her polifh'd brow V 29 



FROM MEDEA. IO9 

ANTISTROPHE I. 

"Where filent vales, and glades of green array, 
The murm'ring wreaths of cool Cephifus lave, 

There, as the mufe hath fung, at noon of day, 
The Queen of Beauty bow'd to tafte the wave ! 



And bleft the dream, and breath'd acrofs the land, 25 
The foft fweet gale that fans yon fummer bowers ; 

And there the filler Loves, a fmiling band, 

Crown *d with the fragrant wreaths of rofy flowers ! 



" And go, (fhe cries) in yonder valley* rove, 

With BeaHty's torch the folemn fcene3 illume ; 30 

"Wake in each eye the radiant light of Love, 

Breathe on each cheek young Pafiion's' tender bloom ! 



IIO TRANSLATION 

Entwine, with myrtle chains, your foft controul, 
To fway the hearts of Freedom's darling kind ! 

With glowing charms enrapture Wifdom's foul, 35 

And mould to grace ethereal Virtue's mind." 



STROPHE II. 
The land where Heaven's own hallow'd waters play, 

Where Friendfhip binds the generous and the good. 
Say, fliall it hail thee from thy frantic way, 

Unholy woman ! with thy hands embrued 40 



In thine own children's gore ? — oh ! ere they bleed, 
Let Nature's voice thy ruthlefs heart appal ! 

Paufe at the bold, irrevocable deed — 

The mother ftrikes — the guiltlefs babes fhall fall ! 



FROM MEDEA. Ill 

Think what rcmorfc thy maddening thoughts fhall fling, 
When dying pangs their gentle bofoms tear ; 46 

Where (halt thou fink, when ling'ring echoes ring 
The fcreams of horror in thy tortur'd ear ? 



No ! let thy bofom melt to Pity's cry, — 

In dull we kneel — by facred Heaven implore — 50 
O ! ftop thy lifted arm, ere yet they die, 

Nor dip thy horrid hands in infant gore ! — 



ANTISTROPHE II. 
Say, how (halt thou that barb'rous foul aflume ? 

Undamp'd by horror at the daring plan, 
Hall thou a heart to work thy children's doom ? 55 

Or hands to finifh what thy wrath began ? 



lit TRANSLATION 

When o'er each babe you look a laft adieu, 
And gaze on Innocence that (miles afleep, 

Shall no fond feeling beat, to Nature true, 

Charm thee to penfive thought — and bid thee weep ? 60 



When the young fuppliants clafp their Parent dear, 
Heave the deep fob, and pour the artjefs prayer,— 

Aye ! thou (halt melt ; — and many a heart-fhed tear 
Gufh o'er the harden'd features of defpair ! 



Nature {hall throb in ev'ry tender firing, — 65 

Thy trembling heart the ruffian's tafk deny ;— 

Thy horror-fmitten hands afar fhall fling 

The blade, undrench'd in blood's eternal dye! 



FROIVI MEttZi* ; ri3 

CHORUS. 
Hallow'd Earth ! with indignation 

Mark, oh, mark the murd'rous deed ! 70 

Radiant eye of wide Creation 

Watch the damned parricide ! 



Yet, ere Colchia's rugged daughter 

Perpetrate the dire defign, 
And confign to kindred daughter 75 

Children of thy golden line ! 



/Shall the hand with murther gory 
Caufe immortal blood to flow ? 
Sun of Heaven ! — array'd in glory !-*- 

-Rife, — forbid, — avert the blow ! — U© 



M 



114 TRANSLATION 

In the vales of placid gladnefs- 
Let no rueful maniac range ; 

Chafe afar the fiend of madnefs, 
Wreft the dagger from Revenge ! 



Say, haft thou, with kind protection, S5; 

Rear'd thy fmiling race in vain.; 
Foft'ring Nature's fond affe&ion, 

Tender cares, and pleaiing pain ? 



Haft thou, on the troubled ocean, 

Brav'd the tempeft loud and ftrong, 90 

Where the waves, in wild commotion, 

Roar Cyanean rocks among I 



FROM MEDEA. 115 

Didft thou roam the paths of danger, 

Hymenean joys to prove ? 
Spare, O fanguinary ftranger, 95 

Pledges of thy facred love ! 



Shall not Heaven, with indignation, 

% 
Watch thee o'er the barb'rous deed ? 

Shalt thou cleanfe, with expiation, 

Monftrous, murd'rous, parricide ! 100 
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LOVE AND MADNESS j 

AN ELEGY. 

WRITTEN IN 1795. 



XX ark ! from the battlements of yonder tower * 
The folemn bell has tolPd the midnight hour ! 
Rous'd from drear vifions of diftemper'd deep, 
Poor B k wakes — in folitude to weep ! 



tl Ceafe, Memory, ceafe (the friendlefs mourner cry M), 
To probe the bofom too feverely tried ! 6 

Oh ! ever ceafe, my penfive thoughts, to ftray 
Through the bright fields of Fortune's better day ; 

• Warwick Caftlc. 

•••• 

Hlllj 



120 LOVE AND MADNESS ;• 

When youthful Hope, the mufic of the mind; 

Tun'd all its charms, and E - ■ ■ n was kind ! 16 



u Yet, can I ceafe, while glows this trembling frame* 
In fighs to fpeak thy melancholy name ! 
I hear thy fpirit wail in every ftorm ! 
In midnight fhades I view thy paffing form ! 
Pale as in that fad hour, when doom'd to feel, i£ 

Deep in thy perjur'd heart the bloody fteel ! 



" Demons of Vengeance ! ye at whofe command 
I grafp'd the fword with more than woman's hand, 
Say ye, did Pity's trembling voice controul, 
Or horror damp the purpofe of my foul ? to 

No i my wild heart fat fmiling o'er the plan, 
Till Hate fulfuTd what baffled Love began V 



AN ELEGY* 121 

** Yes ; let the clay-cold breaft, that never knew 
Gne tender pang to generous Nature true, 
Half-mingling pity with the gall of fcorn, JCJ 

Condemn this heart that bled in love forlorn ! 



14 And ye, proud fair, whofe fouls no gladnefg warms, 
Save Rapture's homage to your confcious charms ! 
Delighted idols of a gaudy train ! 30 

111 can your blunter feelings guefs the pain, 
When the fond faithful heart, infpir'd to prove 
Friendfhip refin'd, the calm delight of love, 
Feels all its tender firings with anguifh torn, 
And bleeds at perjur'd Pride's inhuman fcom ! 35 



u Say, then, did pitying Heav'n condemn the deed, 
When Vengeance bade thee, faithlefs lover ! bleed I 



122 LOVE AMD MADNESS J 

m 

Long had I watch'd thy dark forbodemg brow, 

What time thy bofom fcorn'd its dearcft vow ! 

Sad, though I wept the friend, the lover changed, 40 

Still thy cold look was fcornful and eftrang'd, 

Till from thy pity, love, and fhelter thrown, 

I wander'd, hopelefs, friendlefs, and alone ! 



" Oh ! righteous Heav'n ! 'twas then my tortur'd foul 
Firft gave to wrath unlimited controul! 45 

Adieu the filent look ! the ftreaming eye I 
The murmur'd plaint ! the deep heart-heaving Ugh ! 
Long flumb'ring vengeance wakes to better deeds ; 
He fhrieks, he falls, the perjur'd Lover bleeds ! 
Now the laft laugh of agony is o'er, 59 

And pale in blood he fleeps, to wake no more ! 



AN ELEGY. 125 

" Tis done ! the flame of hate no longer burns ; 
Nature relents ; but, ah ! too late returns ! 
Why does my foul this gufh of fondnefs feel ? 
Trembling and faint, I drop the guilty fteel ! 55 

Cold on my heart the hand of terror lies ; 
And fhades of horror clofe my languid eyes ! — 



" Oh ! 'twas a deed of Murder's deepeft grain ! 

Could B k's foul fo true to wrath remain ? 

A friend long true, a once fond lover fell ! — 60 

Where Love was fofter'd, could not Pity dwell ? 



" Unhappy youth ! while yon pale crefcent glows 
To watch on filent Nature's deep repofe, 
Thy fleeplefs fpirit, breathing from the tomb, 
Foretells my fate, and fummons me to come ! 6$ 



124 LOVE AND MADNESS. 

Once more I fee thy fheeted fpe&re fbtnd, 
Roll the dim eye, and wave the paly hand ! 



" Soon may this fluttering fpark of vital flame 
For fake its languid melancholy frame ! 
Soon may thefe eyes their trembling luftre clofe, 70, 
Welcome the dreamlefs night of long repofe I 
Soon may this woe-worn fpirit feek the bourne 
Where, lull'd to flumber, Grief forgets to mourn I* 9, 
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SONGS. 
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THE WOUNDED HUSSAR. 



.Alone to the banks of the dark-rolling Danube 
Fair Adelaide hied when the battle was o'er : 

O whither, (he cried, haft thou wander'd, my lover ; 
Or here doft thou welter, and bleed on the fhore ? 



"What voice did I hear ? 'twas my Henry that figh'd ; 5 
All mournful (he haften'd, nor wander'd (he far, 

When bleeding, and low, on the heath (he defcried, 
By the light of the moon her poor wounded Huflar 1 



128 THE WOUNDED HUSSAR., 

From his bofom that heavM,the laft torrent was ftreaming, 
And pale was his vifage, deep mark'd with a fear ; 10 

And dim was that eye, once expreffively beaming; 
That melted in love, and that kindled in war ! 



1 



! 



How fmit was poor Adelaide's heart at the fight ? 

How bitter ftie wept o'er the victim of war £ 
Haft thou come, my fond Love, this bft Sorrowful nighty j 

To cheer the lone heart of your wounded HufTar ? 1 6 



Thou (halt live, flie replied, HeavVs mercy relieving, 
Each anguifhing wound mall forbid me to moura \ 

Ah, no ! the laft pang in my bof )m is Leaving ! 

No light of the morn fusil to Henry return ! so 



I 



THE WOUNDED HUSSAR. I29 

Thou charmer of life, ever tender and true ! 

Ye babes of my love that await me afar ! — 
His faultering tongue fcarce could murmur adieu, 

When he funk in her arms— the poor wounded Hufiar ! 



\ 



GILDEROY. 



X he laft, the fatal Jiour is come 
That bears my love from me ; 

I hear the dead note of the drum, 
I mark the gallows tree ! 



"The bell has toll'd ; it (hakes my heart ; 

The trumpet fpeajks thy name ; 
And muft my Gilderoy depart 

To bear a death of fhame I 



No bofom trembles for thy doom ; 

No mourner wipes a tear ; to 



«* 



132 C1LDER0Y. 

The gallows' foot is all thy tomb, 
The fledge is all thy bier ! 



Oh, Gilderoy ! bethought we then If 

So foon, fo fad, to part, 
When firft in Rodin's lovely gleiv 

You triumph'd o'er my heart ! 



Your locks they glitter'd to the fheen,. 

Your hunter garb was trim ; 
And graceful was the ribbon green. 

That bound your manly limb I ZO 



Ah ! little thought I to deplore 
Thcfe limbs in fetters bound ; 



GILDEROY. I33 

Or hear, upon thy fcaffold floor. 
The midnight hammer found. 



Ye cruel, cruel, that combined 25 

The guiltlefs to purfue ; 
My Gilderoy was ever kind, 

He could not injure you ! 



A long adieu ! but where fhall fly 

Thy widow all forlorn ; 30 

When every mean and cruel eye 

Regards my woe with fcorn. 



Yes ! they will mock thy widow's tears* 
And hate thine orphan boy : 



1.^4 GILD E ROY. 

Alas ! his infant beauty wears 3$ j 

The form of Gilderoy ! ^ 






Then will I/eek the dreary mound, 

That wraps thy mouldering clay ; 
And weep and linger on the ground, 

And figh my heart away. 40 



I 



THE HARPER- 



On the green banks of Shannon, when Sheelah was nigh,, 

No blithe Irifh lad was fo happy as I ; 

No harp like my own could fo cheerily play, 

And wherever I went was my poor dog Tray. 

When at laft I was forc'd from my Sheelah to part, £■ 
. She faid (while the forrow was big at her heart), 
Oh ! remember your Sheelah when far far away ; 
And be kind, my dear Pat, to our poor dog Tray. 

i Poor dog ! he was faithful and kind, to be Aire, 
And he conftantly lov'd me, although I was poor ; 10 
When the four-looking folks fent me heartlefe away, 
I had always a friend in my poor clog Tray. 



Ij6 THE HARPER. 

When the road was fo dark, and the night was fo co 
And Pat and his dog were grown weary and old, 
1 low fnugly we flept in my old coat of grey, 
And he lick'd me for kindnefs — my poor dog Tray. 



Though my wallet was fcant, I rememberM his cai 
Nor refus'd my laft cruft to his pitiful face ; 
31ut he died at my feet on a cold winter day, 
And I play'd a fad lament for my poor dog Tray. 

Where now (hall I go, poor, forfaken, and blind ? 
Can I find one to guide me, fo faithful and kind ? 
To my fweet native village, fo far far away, 
I can never more return with my poor dog Tra^y. 

THE END. 
GLASGOW: 
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